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	1. Chapter 1 Arrival

**Secrets under the Ice**

Chapter 1

Roaring like a great beast on the prowl, the Pelican dropship soared across the white vastness that is the desert of Antarctica. Inside the sealed internal bay, Corporal Remy "Reaper" Deckard sat strapped into one of the many seats that ran along on each side of the compartment. Cradled in his arms was a SRS99AM sniper rifle which he had carried throughout his service in the United Nations Space Command Marine Corps. Every Covenant bastard that had passed through its cross-hairs had been cut down with only one shot to their ugly alien skulls. He considered this weapon a thing of beauty, a bringer of death. Looking up from admiring his arm of justice he gazed around at the others that surrounded him.

Next to him sat Lance Corporal Carl "Doc" Welts, a quiet kid in his mid twenties. He was the team medic and a hell of a one at that. Normally he kept to himself and followed the orders given to him and if anyone got hurt he was there beside them patching up whatever new hole they had acquired. Remy didn't speak to him much, but from what little words that they had exchanged, he considered Doc an okay guy.

On down the line were the twins, Privates Lucas and Malachi O'Neal aka "Weasel" and "Boomer". Two brothers that looked nothing alike. The Weasel looked exactly as his nickname implied; his scrawny frame, short stature, and long nose left little to the imagination. Serving as one of the teams' scouts, the Weasel had proven himself by the valuable intelligence that he had gathered after venturing behind enemy lines. Boomer on the other hand was a monster. Towering over the rest of the squad at six and a half feet he was intimidating even to some of the Grunts that he had slain during the war. Along with the M247H Heavy Machine Gun that he wielded, Boomer was a force to be reckoned with.

To Remy's left sat Sergeant Lloyd Ephraim. This man had proven himself time and again that he could be trusted by charging into heavy enemy fire to save a fellow marine. Remy was proud to call him his friend and would, without hesitation, follow him into the heat of battle no matter how dire it looked. Like Doc, Lloyd tended to keep to himself which seemed rather odd for a sergeant, but that lost him no respect. A calm look was always present on his face, even now, as it appeared that nothing ever got to him. He would wield his M90A 8 gauge shotgun with a quiet resolve as he blew away the Covies or any other threat that fell into his sights. They all had a deep respect for him.

Occupying one the seats opposite of him, Remy looked at Lieutenant David "Boss" Hawke. The Boss had led them for many years now. Times when it looked like there was little hope of survival he found a way to get them out in one piece. Armed with his BR55HB he led his men into combat with no fear or worry of failure. He was a man that would take any measure to ensure a mission was a success and that all of his men got out alive. It wouldn't be a surprise if he ended up as colonel or even general one day.

Alongside the Boss sat Corporal Steve Miner, one of the most dangerous men that Remy had come across. He often voted for the most destructive route when it came to taking out the enemy which often left him and the Boss to be at odds. However, he was also loyal and would in the end follow whatever order that the lieutenant gave. Let Miner go and he'll kill anything in his path that he deems necessary. A good man to have at your sides when things are starting to look sour and no other options had presented themselves.

Then finally there's Corporal Rose "Angel" Meru, sitting directly across from Remy with a M392 Designated Marksman Rifle in hand. She and Remy had known each other since childhood. Enlisting and going through Basic together it was evident that they were more dangerous together than they were alone. Both of them went to sniper school and excelled. Taking turns as sniper and spotter they soon found themselves with the Boss and taking part in some of the most dangerous missions of the Human-Covenant War. Remy would willingly place his life in her hands as she would his.

The eight of them were what made up 2nd Squad of Theta Platoon. Together they had faced some of the darkest days of The War. Countless horrors had passed before their eyes. Ever since The War ended two years ago they hoped they would never have experiences like that pass before their eyes ever again. So far their wish had been granted as they had been taking part in cleanup efforts to restore areas and make them habitable for both military and civilian personnel. However they were recently called out of their community work to take part in a mission that they were already growing wary of. Suddenly the Boss got up from his seat next to the bay door to address his squad.

"Alright people, this op is simple. Seventy-two hours ago a research team at a UNSC outpost in Antarctica went dark. Twelve hours ago contact was reestablished and they began broadcasting saying that they suffered a power failure and that they had lost contact with the lower levels of the facility. Now I'm not taking chances, as you've noticed we're going in combat ready."

Lloyd finally broke his silence, "are there any other military personnel on sight?"

"They only have light security, nothing more than a handful of armed guards. Now our mission is simple. Go in make contact with the scientists and then look for the missing personnel. This should be a piece of cake."

"Since when has anything been a piece of cake?"

Boss snapped his head towards the marine that made the remark, "Stow it Miner. Today's not the day to piss me off."

Remy and the others felt the Pelican dip slightly as it began to make it's decent. The Boss put his hand to his ear as he listened to dropship's crew chief over the comm. turning to Angel; Remy finally voiced what was on his mind.

"If this is a rescue op inside of a closed facility, then why do we need our long-range weapons?"

She just shrugged and smiled at him. Asking the question was rather redundant in the first place, because Remy already knew the answer. The Boss wanted the two of them acting as the lookout. Before the Pelican reached the outpost they would probably be dropped off to take up sniping positions and make sure that there wasn't anything suspicious going on before the main force moved in.

Finally, the Pelican came to a rest and the bay door began to open revealing a vast expanse of white snow. It was a beautiful sight. Unhooking his straps, Remy looked to the lieutenant and waited for him to give the order. Angel did the same as she followed his gaze to their commanding officer. Obviously she had come to the same conclusion as him regarding what was about to happen.

Satisfied with what he heard over the comm., the Boss looked to his marines, "We are now a little over half a klick away from the facility. Reaper, you and Angel will get off here and provide overwatch of the facility. You see anything that looks hostile you take it out. The rest of us will take the Pelican the rest of the way and disembark at the facility itself. Any questions?"

He was answered only with silence. They knew what they had to do. The time they spent during The War and even afterwards as the aided the civilian population as well as quelling a few riots and rebellions had left them with a strong mentality in doing their job.

"Good. Angel, Reaper, do your job. Once we have the all clear I'll signal you and you can move in."

The two of the nodded to their CO showing him that they understood what they had to do and jumped out of the bird. A wave of freezing cold air washed over them as they exited the warmth of the Pelican. Almost immediately it felt like their faces had gone numb. A light breezed passed over the icy desert making matters even worse. Both of them decided to pull up their balaclava's to cover most of their faces from the cold with only their eyes being exposed. As they stood there they watched the Pelican that they were just occupying ascend and move towards the facility.

Spotting a small rise of snow and ice to take position on the two of them moved to it double time. Once they were at their position they lay down in a prone position and began checking their weapons. Remy made sure he had a round ready in the sniper rifle and zeroed in on the facility. Satisfied he then checked the M7S silenced submachine gun, which he had for when they entered the outpost, to make sure it was loaded. Turning to Angel he watched as she checked her M7S and chambered a round into her DMR. They had both decided before they left headquarters that they would both use the same back up weapon so they could exchange ammunition if needed. Angel gave Remy a nod to signal that she was ready and they both then looked through their scopes towards the outpost.

So this was the outpost that had gone dark. At first glance there wasn't anything spectacular about it. To the left of it was what appeared to be a combination between a garage and a hangar as he could see a pair of UH-144 Falcon Transports off to one side along with a single Pelican dopship and over to another side were a handful of troop transport warthogs. The outpost itself was fairly large as it was two stories tall and spanned at least a hundred yards in length with several branching segments that sprouted out of it. Allowing himself to take in every inch of and looking for possible hostiles, Remy sat there quietly as he watched as the Pelican touched down and unloaded the rest of the squad.

Patiently they watched as 2nd squad moved into position and made their way into the outpost. There was no comm. chatter as so the two of them didn't know what was going on inside that building. All they could do was provide exterior support by making sure no hostiles try to make their way to the now landed dropship. Time seemed to pass by slowly. Uneasiness began to form in Remy's gut. Even though sniping and providing overwatch was part of his element, he still didn't like the idea of the rest of the squad being out of his sight.

"What do you think is taking them so long Remy?"

"No idea Rose, all I do know is they better hurry up. I don't feel right about this place."

He could see her shake her head out of the corner of his eye.

"Me either. Something feels . . . wrong here."

More time passed as the two of them continued to scant the garage and windows of the outpost for movement. Finally they heard a click over the comm. as the welcome voice of the lieutenant sounded over it, "Move in."

Remy slung his rifle over his back then shouldered his M7S as Angel did the same. Moving at a light jog they made it to the door of the main building in ten minutes and covered each other as they moved inside. Clearing the room as they entered they saw the rest of the squad encircling a group of scientists. Giving them a quick once over, Remy counted seven of them, five males and two females. He then reported to his CO.

"Area is clear sir. No hostiles as far as we can tell."

The lieutenant took in the information then relayed what he and the others had learned so far. Concern was etched all over his face as he had apparently learned something that he didn't like how it sounded. One of the scientists stepped forward.

"Now that the rest of your men are here will you now let us return to our work at trying to access the rest of the facility?"

A cold gaze soon set on the man that had spoken as the lieutenant turned his gaze on him, "You still haven't told us exactly is going on down here. Now before I send my men further into this facility I want to know exactly happened and why it went dark?"

Reluctantly the man began to tell his tale.

"Three days ago some of our scientist decided it was time to take the next step in his research, now exactly what happened I am not sure, but there was some sort of chemical spill in one of the labs and as per protocol it was sealed off. Said scientist as well as three of his colleagues were trapped inside. Our security force tried to enter the lab with no success. So we decided it was time to call for help. It was at that time that the power suddenly went out. The entire facility fell into darkness. I'm not sure what happened during that time, but those of us here stayed together and tried to figure out how the power went out and how we could possibly get it back on. We were still at it when suddenly it came back on twelve hours ago, which as you know is when we sent out a call for help."

"You said you were with security personnel at one point. Where are they now?"

"Now that I couldn't tell you."

Lieutenant Hawke still wasn't happy with what he was hearing.

"Okay. Exactly how many people are stationed here?"

"Over one hundred researchers, that's including me and my companions, twenty security personnel and five pilots for the Pelican and Falcons that you undoubtedly saw outside."

"Do you mind telling me where all of these people could have run off to?"

The scientist shook his head. Apparently the only people he had seen the last three days were his companions and the marines of 2nd squad. Slowly Lieutenant Hawke began to pace the room. Their current situation wasn't exactly favorable. They all knew that. Not having enough intel and having over a hundred people missing inside a closed facility wasn't exactly favorable. His thinking finally coming to a close, the Hawke decided to address his men and the researchers.

"This is how things are going to go. I'm going to call in the flight crew to watch over the scientists. Lloyd you will be the CO of fieteam Echo. I want you to take Angel, Reaper, and Boomer and head upstairs to the second level and see if you can find any of our missing people. Me, Weasel, Doc, and Miner will be Delta. We'll proceed through the first level and check for other MIAs. Check in ever twenty minutes. You see anything; you call it in and let me know what's going on. We'll regroup here in two hours. Now move."

Before the thought of hesitation could even come to pass the two teams split up and moved on to their tasks. They knew what they had to do. Rounding up a few stray scientist and security personnel would be a walk in the park. Or so they thought.


	2. Chapter 2 Lights Out

Chapter 2

Echo team made their way to the stairs leading up to the second level. Lloyd took point as he cleared the stairwell of hostiles and led the way up followed by Reaper, Angel, and finally with Boomer taking up the rear. The sounds of their boots clanging against the metal of the stairs reverberated around them due to the perfect acoustics of their surroundings. As they exited the stairwell a grey hallway welcomed them. It seemed that from the very beginning that this outpost was nothing but grey rooms, hallways, and ceilings. The designer obviously didn't have an imagination when it came to picking colors.

By all appearances it was clear, but they didn't take any chances. Slowly the four of them walked down the hall until they came up to a door on the left. Stopping before they got to it, Lloyd motioned for Reaper and Boomer to move up. Reaper took position on the right side of the door while the big guy stood directly in front of it waiting for his next orders. Lloyd gave a nod and Reaper reached over and turned the door handle. Boomer then moved forward sweeping his heavy machine gun in a wide arc as he scanned the room for hostiles while Reaper came in behind him to help clear the room as Lloyd and Angel stood guard out in the hall. The comm. crackled and Reaper's voice suddenly relayed what he saw.

"All clear."

Over and over they continued this process. Each and every room they came to and swept gave few clues as to what happened during the three days of silence. After two hours they had cleared the entire second level. No other personnel from the science or security teams had been found. The members of Echo Team were beginning to become ill at ease with this place.

After clearing the last room the four of them began heading back to their point of origin, looking into each room they passed to make sure there were no surprises. The idea that this mission was going to be a simple op was beginning to fade from their thoughts. Finally in sight of the stairs, Boomer took point as they made their way into the stairwell and began their descent. Reaper, Lloyd, and Angel following close behind.

Other than the sporadic mutterings of all clear, and Lloyd giving the occasional order, the fireteam had remained quiet. That was up until the point that Boomer couldn't take it any longer and decided to voice his thoughts.

"This is some messed up shit. How the hell can over a hundred people just vanish and no one knows where they are?"

"We're in a huge facility big guy. There's no telling how many levels there are beneath us that are buried in the ice," Reaper gave him a reassuring pat on the back, "besides this is a nice change from garbage duty. Good to be back doing what we were trained to do."

Boomer grunted, "Yea well this place is starting to creep me the hell out."

"Me too big guy . . . me too."

Continuing the rest of the way in silence, they soon found themselves back to where they separated from the others. Reaper scanned the room to see six of the seven scientists sitting on the floor with their backs against the wall and the flight crew from the Pelican standing guard. The seventh was standing away from the others along with the Boss and the rest of Delta Team. It seemed the two of them were in a heavy argument. More of what they were saying became clearer as Echo Team came within earshot.

"I'm not going to argue with you lieutenant. Everything that I know has been told to you. Quite frankly I just want to get out of here. You don't know the things we've been through since the power went out."

Anger was plain on the Boss' face as it steadily began to grow even redder, "No Doctor Graham, I don't know what you and the others have been through. In fact you have been rather reluctant to really tell me what did happen these past seventy-two hours other than the fact that the power went out and you tried to call for help."

Dr. Graham removed his glasses and ran a hand through his thinning grey hair. Frustration could be seen in his eyes, "Look lieutenant, I know you're just doing your job, and I, as well as my colleagues, appreciate your being here. But I am afraid that there is little more I can tell you."

Lloyd seeing it was time to interrupt stepped forward to inform the Boss of what little they had discovered, "We've finished our sweep of the second level sir. No sign of any of the missing personnel."

The Boss turned his attention to the sergeant, "Same here. We scouted the entire ground level and didn't see a thing. They must be further down. Doctor, how many more levels are there below us?

Returning his glasses to rest on the bridge of his nose the Dr. Graham answered with a slight annoyance buried in his voice, "Two levels on the surface and five more below us."

"What are their purposes?"

"The two surface levels contain recreational and housing facilities. The three residing directly below us consist of several sectors of research and test labs. Below that is the weapons research and the last level is where we test and contain our most unstable materials. Connecting to this level as well as the one above us and the three immediately below is the bio-dome which contains a nice habitat for our people here to visit when the isolation of this base and the bleakness of the ice that surrounds us begins to become too much to handle."

Whereas the rest of 2nd squad looked at each other with curiosity due to the mentioning of the bio-dome, the Boss was too focused on the task at hand to let anything to stagger his train of thought, "have you entered the dome since the power outage?"

Graham shook his head, "no . . . we stayed in the area where you found us."

Boss's eyes narrowed, "Doc, what is it you aren't telling us?"

Dr. Graham seemed reluctant to share any more information. A shadow seemed to cast itself over the scientist after he mentioned the bio-dome. After a few more moments of fiddling with his glasses, he decided to share what he knew.

"I'm not sure exactly when it started, but after the lights went out people started disappearing. One could argue that it would make since seeing the power was out. However, we managed to round everyone up in the clearing at the center of the bio-dome a few hours into the blackout. The commander of the security team came up with the idea of everyone staying in the clearing while he took a small team to try and get the power back on. That's when it started. One or two went missing at first. We just assumed they were out in the dome somewhere taking a leak. But as time went on more and more people went missing. It wasn't until we heard gunfire coming from somewhere in the dome that we started to panic. Everyone started running in different directions screaming. The handful of security personnel tried to keep us under control, but it was too late. Our group decided to head to the location where you found us. It was there we remained until you showed up. I can tell you no more."

Silence filled the room. Dr. Graham's tale lead to more questions rather than answers. Boss opened his mouth to say something, when suddenly, the lights went out.


	3. Chapter 3 Contact

Chapter 3

Everything happened in an instant. Lights went out. A scream of pain pierced the darkness. Gunshots rang and bodies collided with one another in the chaos. A few seconds later, silence filled the room.

Pressure against his back gave him the comfort of knowing Angel was still with him. Reaper flicked on his helmet light and scanned the room. To his left Boss and Miner mirrored his and Angel's stance. Straight ahead Lloyd had his back to the wall, shotgun panning the room. Doc was knelt down to the right, his assault rifle at the ready. Boomer, Weasel the Pelican crew, and the scientists were nowhere to be found.

Miner was the first to speak up, "what the hell just happened?"

"Seems like history is beginning to repeat itself," Lloyd replied, as he moved away from the wall, "Graham said people went missing when the lights went out. Now we're missing some scientists as well as a few of our own."

Doc popped and dropped a flare, giving the dark room an eerie blue glow. Lowering his rifle, he moved in closer to the others, "what's our next move?"

Boss removed his helmet and ran a hand over his bald head, "locate our missing personnel, acquire any data on what happened here, and then leave this damned place."

"It's easier said than done. Someone locked us in here."

The others turned to see Angel knelt down in front of a door panel. Her fingers moved gracefully as she attempted to rewire the system to open the doors. Three doors led into the room they occupied. All were locked. What seemed like a routine mission was becoming more complicated every minute.

Reaper began to pace the room trying to piece together what happened. Empty shell casings were scattered on the ground. 7.62 NATO rounds from the looks of it. A light blood trail led to the south door. Must not have been much of a struggle. Seven scientists and five UNSC marines disappeared in mere seconds. Something was not adding up.

One of the luxuries Reaper possessed was his photographic memory. Hunting Covies for seven years aided in honing that skill. As a sniper you had to remember the location of the enemy in order to keep them from flanking you. His memory is what kept Angel and him alive on several occasions. However, right now his memory failed him.

He kept replaying the event over and over in his head but nothing seemed to make sense. Miner was standing next to Boss as he talked to Graham. The other scientists were huddled in one of the corners with the three members of the Pelican flight crew watching over them. Angel was checking her gear close to him. Boomer had been standing watch near one of the doors. Weasel was crouched in the corner opposite the scientists. Lloyd was standing near the Boss. Doc was also near the scientists.

Boomer's disappearance had some chance of happening and making sense. Someone could have pulled or pushed him through the door. But with Weasel, the flight crew, Graham and the other scientist disappearing in such a short amount of time just did not seem possible.

A hiss and the grinding of metal signaled Angel's success at getting the door opened. It was no surprise to Reaper that she had chosen the south door. The blood trail was their only clue at the moment. Hopefully they could find some answers.

Boss stepped forward, "I'll take point, Miner you'll be behind me followed by Doc, Angel, Reaper, and Lloyd you bring up the rear. Keep your lights moving and your weapons at the ready. We're fighting in the dark here people against an enemy we have yet to see. So stay frosty and let's find our people then get the hell out of here."

Taking formation, the remnants of 2nd Squad trudged into the darkness. Fear and concern for the safety of their comrades played through their minds as the mysteries of the outpost kept piling up. But with the disappearance of five UNSC marines, the unknown enemy had officially declared war on 2nd Squad. And they were more than willing to follow through.

In the darkness the hallways seemed more like a labyrinth than they did earlier. With each turn Reaper expected to see the attackers just up ahead, dragging their wounded comrades. The light from their helmet lights cast eerie shadows with each step they took. On several occasions he felt like taking a few shots at them just to make sure they were not alive.

2nd Squad cleared each room they came across hoping to find signs of their missing people. However, the blood trail did not change course. It led them down every twist and turn of the hallway. Their journey did not seem like it was going to come to an end any time soon. The blood trail led to one of the stairwells and lead them down three flights of stairs and moving back into another hallway. Several more minutes passed as they followed their only clue. It seemed the trail would simply lead them through all of the hallways in the facility. Until, the trail took a sharp turn towards a door with large door with the word BIO-DOME written in large blue letters.

The Boss held up his hand signaling for them to hold position. Reaper looked around at the others as they took up defensive positions around the door. It seemed the mission was beginning to take its toll. Exhaustion played on the faces of each of his team members. He was sure his mirrored theirs. At this point the only thing that concerned Reaper was the safety of his team. Screw the scientist and this damn mission.

"Miner, get the door."

"You got it boss."

With a metallic groan the door slowly slid open. The scent of moisture and plant life flowed through the opening. Miner went through first, followed by Boss, Doc, Reaper, Angel, and finally Lloyd. What they saw took their breath away.

Before them, lay a dense tropical forest with a rainbow of different colored flora scattered all around. Water fell from the bio-dome's sprinkler system giving the illusion of a light rain hitting the trees. It was mystifying seeing such a sight in the middle of the frozen wasteland of Antarctica. The bio-dome was a testament to human ingenuity.

Stepping out into the dome Lloyd broke the silence, "this is going to cause a new set of problems."

Miner looked to him in confusion, "what do you mean?"

Lloyd crouched down and pointed to the ground, "the irrigation system is washing away the blood trail and any potential footprints. We're back to square one."

Silence gripped 2nd Squad for what seemed like the hundredth time ever since the damn mission started. Reaper just stood there fiddling with the scope of his rifle. If only he knew what they were facing then he could figure out a way to track them down. But he didn't know who or what the enemy was, or what they wanted with the scientists and marines. One thing was clear, he would hunt them down. He just needed a plan first.

"Alright people listen up. Doc, Miner, and Lloyd will come with me into the dome. Angel and Reaper, I want the two of you up top on one of the balconies overlooking the dome providing overwatch. We'll wait five minutes until you get into position. Then we'll head to the location Graham said they had holed up when the lights first went out. Maybe we'll find a few clues."

Everyone nodded understanding what they had to do. There was not much to go on at the moment. However, there was a plan.

Angel and Reaper gave a quick salute before moving out. With a plan in place, Reaper was ready to begin hunting his prey. Time passed a lot faster this go round. The pair found the closest stairwell and headed up five flights of stairs to the top level of the facility. After a quick search they managed to find a room with a balcony overlooking the internal forest.

With a position in place they continued to set the room up to defend if necessary. Reaper moved a couple of tables and jammed them up against the only entrance of the small recreational room. Angel helped him flip over a couple of more just in case they had to take cover from incoming fire.

Once their defenses were set they moved to the balcony and began to set up for their assignment. Grabbing a couple of cushions from some chairs, Angel set them on the ground for the two of them to rest on so they could comfortably provide overwatch. Reaper unslung his sniper rifle and M7S SMG and laid them on the ground to the right of his cushion. He then proceeded to take out his entire set of spare sniper rifle magazines and lined them up on the left side of the cushion. Looking over at Angel, he saw she was doing the same.

Happy with the set-up, Reaper called over the comm, "we're in position Boss. Just say the word and we'll bring down the judgement."

"Copy that. We're moving out."

From his crouched position on the balcony, Reaper watched the lights representing the rest of 2nd Squad move through the forest. Moving to his cushion, he lay prone and brought his rifle to the position he wanted it and looked through the scope. Flipping on the night vision, the forest was illuminated in bright green allowing him to fully see his teammates.

"See anything Reaper?"

"Negative sir. The sprinkler system is causing a lot of movement in the trees. It's going to pose some problems in spotting anything."

"Copy that. Just make sure nothing comes up on our asses"

"Copy."

Reaper continued scan across the dome. Hoping some sign of the missing personnel or their captors would pop up. The artificial rainfall made the whole forest look alive with the constant motion of the leaves being hit by the water. In a way it was almost calming. It reminded Reaper of fighting the Covenant in the jungles of Africa. A smile crept across his face as he imaged the blue and green flashes of plasma cutting through the foliage and the satisfying sound of the Covenant crying out in pain as the rounds from his rifle cut through them.

Angel's voice brought him out of his moment of reminiscing, "I've got movement."

"Where?"

"Thirty yards ahead of the others, in the tree line."

The forest became a blur for a few seconds as he brought his scope to bear on the location Angel was describing. It took him a few seconds to pinpoint what she was seeing. There was not much to go by but there was definitely something moving through the trees. Reaper had to call it in.

"Boss, there's movement in the trees less than thirty yards ahead of you. Targets cannot be identified but there is definitely something there."

"Copy. Moving to intercept."

A cold sweat broke out on Reaper's face. Since the beginning, this mission has been nothing more than a huge mystery. Maybe now they were about to get some answers. His grip tightened on the rifle.

Boss and the others came upon where Reaper and Angel saw the movement. Even though there was not any chatter coming across the comms, Reaper knew Boss was telling whoever was in the trees to come out. He watched as a lone figure stepped out of the brush. Judging from the uniform he wore, Reaper figured he was one of the surviving security personnel. Six others followed him out into the open wearing the same uniforms. Even though they were not aiming their weapons at one another, Reaper could tell they were all on edge. The leader of the group looked like he was beginning to calm down and share more information.

Suddenly heavy machine gun fire erupted from the tree line just a few yards north of the group's position. Four of the security personnel went down before the others scattered. Reaper cursed himself for not looking for any other movement. He watched as a HRUNTING/YGGDRASIL Mark IX "Mantis" Armor Defense System stepped into the clearing. The 14.5x114 mm rounds from his rifle were not going to be much against a Mantis. But there was never any hurt in trying. Four rounds erupted from the barrel of his rifle and slammed into the side of the Mantis. Five more rounds from Angel's DMR peppered across its armor plating.

Whatever damage they did managed to piss it off. Reaper was in the middle of reloading when he saw the Mantis spin on its axis at the waist. Acting on instinct he jumped to his feet and pulled Angel up by her waste and shoved her towards the door and yelled, "We've got to get the hell out of here".

Their boots thudded across the floor as they sprinted towards the door and began shoving tables out of the way. Adrenaline must have kicked in because everything seemed to happen in slow motion. They were moving the last table out of the way when the room was engulfed in flames.


	4. Chapter 4 Detached

Chapter 4 Detached

A cacophony of voices filled Boomer's mind. Flames seared the inside of his skull. It felt like someone had set molten metal in it to melt away all of his thoughts. Shaking his head only seemed to make it worse. He wanted more than anything to massage his temple with his hands but something seemed to be holding them behind his back.

Boomer tried to see where he was being held but something kept him from opening his eyes. Rotting flesh permeated the air around him. As far as he could tell no one was in the room with him. However, that could change very soon. And he did not want to be in there when his abductors came back.

Whatever bound his wrists refused to give. Sweat pooled all over his body, causing his clothes to cling to him increasing his discomfort as he tried to break free. Nothing seemed to work. Maybe if he felt around for something sharp or with an edge. If he could just find something like that he could possibly cut his way free.

"You know your efforts are moot Mr. O'Neal."

Boomer paused. The voices ceased. Whoever spoke seemed to echo through his mind. How could that even be possible? He could have sworn he was the only one in the room.

"You are alone in the room Mr. O'Neal. Save for the bodies of the failures lying around you."

That voice sounded so familiar. Where had he heard it before?

"I'm hurt Mr. O'Neal. I felt I had left a little bit of an impression."

Speaking up for the first time, "then come out and show yourself."

"Tisk, tisk Mr. O'Neal. I had such high hopes for you. Although you appear to be a brute, I presumed there was much more going on in that little mind of yours."

"Who are you?"

"You still can't figure it out? A shame."

Frustration and anger began to rise in Boomer as he tried harder to break free from his restraints. Whoever the voice in his head was he was going to crush his skull in. He just needed to break free.

"Such rage. Such strength. There just may be hope for you yet. Now open your eyes."

Like a spell being lifted, Boomer felt relief as he slowly opened his eyes. At first he was welcomed by a bright light that blinded him. Once his eyes adjusted, he wished he would have kept them closed.

Dozens of bodies were piled up on the floor around him. The white coats identified them as some of the missing scientist. Part of the mystery had been solved. Their wounds seemed to have been self-inflicted. Claw marks covered their eyes and faces. Boomer did not want to know what caused such actions.

Slowly his gaze rose up from the bodies and began to take in his surroundings. Obviously he was in one of the science labs judging from all of the monitors and other miscellaneous lab equipment. Eventually he focused on the giant specimen tanks in front of him. In an instant his blood began to run cold with what he saw. Each of the containers contained a Flood specimen. They were either dead or in some form of stasis.

"Marvelous creatures aren't they? Each of them has the capability of acting on their own. The only negative is that their instinct at this stage is very basic. Their only goal is to kill and spread the infection. However, as they absorb more and more souls into their collective, their mindset grows. With time a Gravemind will form and will guide and organize the species. It grows stronger with each new infected creature."

"Why are you telling me this? What is going on?"

"I am telling you this Mr. O'Neal, because it is through you I hope to further my research. Even though I have had some small success with the security personnel, they are not quite to the level of tenacity I seek. A new civilization needs its army to fight. A new king needs his guards for protection. Even though I have had the upper hand until now, your comrades will soon rebound and begin turning the tide. So I need the knowledge within your mind to further strengthen my reign, my collective."

Boomer gritted his teeth as he tried again to break free, "there's no chance in hell I would betray my squad."

The voice chuckled in his mind, "my dear Mr. O'Neal. You already have."


End file.
